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T&f .This fellow doth not ftandvpon points* 

LyC He hath rid his Prologue, like a rough Colte :hee 
knowes not the ftoppe, A good moral! my Lord . It is not 
enough to fpeake ; but to fpeake true. 

tin Indeed he hath plaid onthis Prologue, like a child 
on aRecorder ,a found; but not in gouernemcnc. _ 

the* His fpeach was like a tangled Chaine; nothing ira- 
paired,but all difordered. Who is next? 

V £# t frPyramus, <WThisby , and Wall,WMoone- 
fhine,<*»dLyon. 

Prologue. Gentlcs,perchaneeyou wonder at thislhow. 
But,wonderon,till truthc make all things plainc. 

This man is Pjreumu .ifyou would knowe: 

This beautious Lady Tbfby is certaine. 

This man, with lymeandroughcaft,dothprcienC 
Wall,that vile wall,which did thefclouers (under: 

And through walschinke, poore foules,tbeyarc content 
To whifper. At the which ,let no man wonder. 

This man,with lanterne, dogge,andbufh ofthorne, 
Prefenteth moonc-(hine.For if you will know. 

By moone-fhine didthefe louersthinke no fcorne 
To meete at tombe, there, thereto wooe.- 
This grizly beaft(which Lyon bight by name) 

The truftyT/j;f% comming firft by nighr, . * 

Did fcarreaway,or rather did affright: 

And asfhefled,her mantle (he did fall: . 

Which Lyon vile with bloody mouth did ftaine. 

Anon comes Py ?-<*»««, fweete youth, and tall. 

And findes his t rufty Thi/byet mantle flaine: 
Whercat,with blade,with bloody blamefull blade, 
ne brauely broach this boyllng bloody break. 

And Tbifby, tarying in Mulberry (hade, 
his dagger dre we, and dyed. For all the reft. 

Let Lyon, Moone-JbiiteJWaU, and louers twaine, 

At large difcourfe,whilehere they doeremaine, 


'the. 


A Mid (offimer mgntes areame. 

The, 1 wonder, if. he Lyon be to „1, £ „ 

Dfwer.No wonder, my Lord. One Lyon n y, 

mSnyA *t«Lyon,Thysby,^Moone(W„e. 

Wall, In thisfame enterludc it doth befall. 

That I, one Flute ( by name) prefent a wall: 

A nd luch a wall, as I would haue you chintce 

That I am that fame wall : the truchis (o. 

And thisthe cranie is, right and hmltcr, 

Verne. It is the wittiefl partition, th at eucrl heard dif- 

CW The.p]rmus drawes neare the walhfilence. 

Pv. O grim lookt night,o night,with hue fo blacke, 

O night,which euer art, when day is not: 

0 nieht,0 night, alacke,alackc, alacke, 

1 feare my Tbisbyes promife is forgot. 

And thou & wall, 6 fweete,olouely wall, 
Thatftandftbetwecnehetfathers ground and mine. 
Thou wall, 6 wall, O fweete and louely wail, 

Showe mee thy chinke, toblink through,with mine eyne f 
Thankcscuiteous wallJ-M/f fhielo thee well, or t • 

But what fee I ? No Tbi/by doc I tee 
O wicked wall, through whome I ke no b.itie, 

Curft be thy liones, for thus deceiuing mee, 
rhe. The wall mee rhinites, beingfenfible,ftiouW curfc 

No,’m truth Sir, he Ihould mt. Decerning mee is 
Tbilbyes cue ;fhe is toenccrnow,andl am tojpy 
Her through the wall. You IKall fee it will f a “ p at 

H. 
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